No Time for Anything at Home
Home was so different from camp.
"Jerry, get up right away or you'll be late for
school," his mother called.
Jerry was still sleepy. He had stayed up past his
bed-time the night before. He turned over and
went to sleep again. But not for long!
Soon he felt someone shaking him. It was his
father. "Hurry and get up/' his father said. "And
no fooling about it!"
There was nothing for Jerry to do but get up.
He hurried through washing and dressing and ran
down to breakfast.
He looked at the clock. "Oh, boy!" he said. "Ill
be late for school if I don't hurry."
Jerry drank a glass of orange juice and gobbled
a piece of bread and butter before he ran off to
school.
At school he went from one thing to another.
He never seemed to finish anything.
After school he wanted to play with the boys.
But his mother wanted him to go to the store first,
and then his father wanted him to work in the
garden.